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perimenting patiently with style and with
those themes and characters which reached
their full development in his novels. For
bread he was driven to hack work, but he
was never drawn, like Irving and other pillars
of our provincial culture, into compromising,
to please his public, his principles of art.
Looking back on this period of his life,
though he had been lonely and though he
had not yet married his devoted other-self,
Sophia Peabody, he was inclined to think this
a happy time in the "old, accustomed cham-
ber", where had appeared to him "thousands
upon thousands of visions", where, said he,
"I still kept the dew of my youth and the
freshness of my heart". Here in our interlude
concerning American belles lettres is an epi-
sode more significant than any in the lives of
Boston Brahmins. Here, at last, is a sensitive
spirit who dares to live apart from democracy
in order to read Milton, Spenser, and Bun-
yan, to explore the caverns of his own mind,
to meditate without moral fervor on this
phenomenon of Puritanism. Here, in brief,
was our first artist in literature.
Stalwart, handsome, hard-headed, fond of
a glass of wine and an oath, with, it now
appears, a gift for local politics, Hawthorne
must not be typed as a solitary dreamer taking
refuge in his art. Nevertheless, the surface
events of his life were subordinate, if we com-
pare his career with, say, Irving's or Bryant's,
to the absorbing undercurrent of his artistic